ON    THE     OCEAN    WAVE

" Die ! " thought Mr. Jones, and his knees shook so
that he had to sit on the edge of his berth while the
steward fastened on his lifebelt. The idea was absurd.
" There's no calculable danger, sir/' the steward
insisted ; ec this here vessel's practically unsinkable.
You haven't no cause to be nervous."

" I'm not in the least nervous/' said Mr. Jones,
standing up and handing the steward a trembling
five-pound note, in the joy of his heart. Die ! The
idea was absurd.

Pulling on an overcoat, he walked down the gang-
way and up the staircase again. Everything was just
as usual, except that he seemed to be walking a little
downhill. But that did not matter. The ship was
quite steady. The lights were burning. He could
hear the gentle throbbing of the dynamos. All of a
sudden the band began to play.

" That's a good idea," thought Mr. Jones. " No-
thing like music to restore confidence. That will at
once end the momentary panic."

He was glad to think he had kept so cool when many
others had certainly seemed a little flurried. In
passing, he looked into the dining saloon. No one
was there, but the chairs and tables all stood in order,
waiting for the breakfast things to be laid in the morn-
ing. The whole saloon shone with various coloured
woods, glass, and elaborate decorations.

" She really is a splendid ship," he thought; " no
wonder they took care to make her practically un-
sinkable, and insured her for a million."

He went up to a higher deck and looked over the
side. By the ship's light he could see a lot of darkish
things upon the black water, and he knew they must
be the boats. " Rather a mistake to make such a
fuss, isn't it ? " he observed to a man who was lean-
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